The  Dark  Tales  of  Brenda: 


Dinner  &  Dancing 

written  by  Western  Lonestar 

The  strip  club  was  crowded  as  usual  at  this  time  of 
the  afternoon.  As  always  on  the  hour,  exactly,  one  of  the 
club  strippers  was  due  to  perform  her  act.  The  tables 
were  jammed  with  patrons,  mostly  men  and  a  few 
women,  all  looking  forward  to  watching  a  sexy  young 
girl  sensuously  remove  all  of  her  cloths  to  heart 
pounding  music.  Of  course  it  wasn’t  the  music  that  drew 
them  here.  It  was  the  naked  women.  Most  of  the  dancers 
were  young  college  or  university  girls  with  taunt  young 
bodies,  in  the  prime  of  their  lives,  looking  to  make  some 
good  money  to  help  pay  for  their  courses  and  keep  their 
student  debts  from  overwhelming  their  future  financial 
stability.  The  dancer  due  up  on  stage,  at  this  moment,  was  Felicity  Grace.  This  was  not 
her  real  name,  of  course,  as  stripers  always  use  a  stage  name  in  order  to  protect  their 
personal  reputation.  We  will  refer  to  her  by  this  name, 
however,  in  the  interest  of  professional  courtesies  and 
because  she  would  have  wished  it  this  way.  There  was 
barely  any  space  for  the  waitress’s  to  navigate  between 
the  tables  as  the  club’s  owner  had  jammed  the  floor  with 
as  many  tables  as  he  could  in  order  to  maximize  his 
profits.  All  the  tables  were  full  with  customers  so  one 
could  say  that  business  was  certainly  good  for  Jeffery 
Williams,  the  club  owner.  Near  the  center  of  the  club 

floor  was  a  circular, 
elevated,  stage  with  a 
striper’s  pole.  Jeff 
didn’t  waist  much 
money  on  props  as  he 
considered  them  too 
much  trouble  to  set  up 

and  unnecessary  as  the  patron’s  didn’t  usually  come  to 
see  a  show,  just  naked  women.  Around  the  edge  of  the 
stage,  except  for  where  the  steps  led  onto  it,  was  a  ring 
of  chairs,  for  those  who  wanted  to  see  the  display  up 
close  and  personal. 

Brenda  Chambers  was  a  regular  patron  of  the  club. 


An  extremely  large  woman,  to  put  it  bluntly,  she  weighed  in  at  over  300  pounds  and  was 
one  of  the  few  female  customers  in  attendance  that  day.  The  club  regularly  held  a  ladies’ 
night  featuring  all  male  stripers  but  Brenda  never  attended  these  as  she  preferred 
watching  the  young  girls  dance.  It  was  a  commonly  held  view  that  she  was  a  lesbian  but 
nobody  ever  said  any  thing  of  it  too  her  face.  Jeff  didn’t  care,  one  way  or  another,  so 
long  as  she  paid  admission  like  everybody  else.  Brenda  had  a  very  pleasant  demeanor 
and  every  body  who  encountered  her  was  charmed  by  her  and  came  to  like  her 
immediately  in  spite  of  the  rumors  that  she  was  lesbian.  You  would  have  thought  that  her 
immense  frame  would  have  put  people  off,  but  in  fact,  they  hardly  ever  noticed  it  at  all. 
Amazingly,  she  just  seemed  to  blend  in  with  the  crowd.  What  nobody  but  Brenda 
realized  was  that  she  was  actually  influencing  the  thoughts  of  all  of  the  people  around 
her. 

Brenda  was  bom  with  a  unique  talent  to  cloud  the 
minds  of  other  people.  Just  how  she  accomplished  this 
task,  I  don’t  know.  I  doubt  even  Brenda  understood  the 
science  of  her  skill.  She  just  found  that  she  could  make 
people  think  and  perceive  what  ever  she  wanted  them  to. 

From  an  early  age,  Brenda  used  her  skill  to  her 
advantage  and  the  more  she  did  it,  the  better  she  got  at  it. 

These  days  she  could  basically  hypnotize  all  the 
occupants  of  a  very  large  room,  certainly  anyone  within 
sight  of  her  at  any  rate  and  as  she  moved  so  to  did  her 

field  of  influence.  Brenda 
always  managed  to  get  one  of 
the  seats  that  ringed  the  club’s 

stage  so  that  she  could  basically  look  right  up  onto  the  young 
nude  dancers. 

Brenda  also  had  a  second  unique  trait.  One  might  say  this  one 
was  a  curse  but  thanks  to  Brenda’s  first  skill  the  second  one 
was,  somewhat,  manageable.  Brenda  had  a  tremendous  appetite. 
It  was  because  of  her  appetite  that  she  was  such  a  huge  woman. 
Ever  since  she  was  very  young,  Brenda  had  a  voracious  craving 
for  meat.  Quite  by  accident,  she  discovered,  early  on,  her 
preference  was  for  human  meat.  At  age  eleven,  one  afternoon 
when  she  was  particularly  famished,  she  slipped  into  a 
neighbor’s  yard  and  stole  a  toddler  right  out  of  its  stroller  while  the  mother  was  in  the 
house  talking  on  the  telephone.  She  quickly  learned  two  valuable  lessons  that  would 
serve  her  well  later  in  life.  First:  Never  leave  any  connection  between  people 
disappearing  and  her  self,  and  Second:  Imbue  into  the  minds  of  those  connected  with  the 
victims,  the  idea  that  the  disappearance  was,  somehow,  a  natural  event  not  to  be  too 
alarmed  over.  She  also  decided  that  young  women  and  children  were  more  appetizing 
then  men  as  the  meat  of  men  was,  generally,  lower  in  fat  content  making  them  less 


tender  &  flavorful  than  young  women  and  children. 

Boys,  below  the  age  of  eleven  especially  the  plump 
ones,  usually  made  for  as  good  eating  as  the  girls. 

She  also  determined  that  cooking  and  even 
butchering  their  carcasses  was  unnecessary  as,  with  a 
bit  of  practice,  she  found  she  was  able  to  swallow  her 
victim  whole  while  they  were  still  fresh.  She  started 
doing  this  with  small  children  first  but  as  she  grew,  in 
both  size  and  appetite,  so  too  did  her  ability  to 
swallow  larger  and  larger  meals.  She  even  found 
with  practice  that  she  could  swallow  people  alive  and 
that  this  could  add  a  whole  level  of  excitement  to  her 
meals. 

By  this  stage  in  her  life  Brenda  could  swallow 
a  full  grown  and  even  a  very  pregnant  woman  alive 
with  relative  ease,  and  indeed  this  was  why  she 
attended  these  dance  sessions.  She  was  scoping  out 
her  next  meal.  She  had  seen  Miss  Grace  dance,  here 
in  the  club,  on  a  previous  night  and  knew  she  was  scheduled  to  dance  this  hour.  She 
awaited  the  show  with  eager  anticipation.  As  she  waited  for  the  performance  to  begin 
she  talked  excitedly  amongst  her  fellow  patrons.  Felicity  entered  the  club  fully  clothed, 

from  the  dressing  room  in  the  back,  as  the 
music  started  up.  She  climbed  up  on  to  the 
stage  and  began  sensuously  moving  to  the 
music.  Brenda  seemed  to  take  no  interest  at  first 
as  piece  by  piece  Felicity  removed  the  layers  of 
her  clothing  gradually  revealing  her  sumptuous 
body.  Felicity  was  dark  brown  in  skin  color, 
almost  black,  and  her  breast  where  full  and 
firm,  if  a  little  small  for  Brenda’s  taste,  still  as 
Felicity  dropped  her  skirt  she  revealed  her  most 
telling  prize.  She  had  the  sweetest  juiciest  ass 
cheeks  you  ever  saw.  GOD  those  ass  cheeks 
could  make  anybody’s  mouth  water.  Her  vagina 
was  nearly  bawled  save  for  a  tiny  strip  of  pussy 
fir  just  above  it.  Her  cunt  looked  just  like  a 
fresh  oyster,  as  yet  unopened.  Her  belly  had  that 
slight  convex  curvature  such  as  a  healthy, 
slightly  athletic  girl  often  displays.  Brenda 
could  no  longer  ignore  this  tempting  sight  and 
fixed  her  gaze  upon  the  luscious  young  dancer 
whose  hands  where  now,  tracing  the  curve  of 


her  belly,  on  her  way  to  reach  for  her  thong.  This 
was  the  last  vestiges  of  clothing  she  had  left 
remove.  The  moment  was  drawing  close.  Even 
Felicity  seemed  to  sense  that  her  time  was  near  its 
end.  As  she  stretched  the  tight  scrap  of  elastic 
material  over  her  left  ass  cheek  and  tugged  it 
down  sharply  causing  it  to  roll  over  her  right 
cheek  fully  revealing  her  ass.  Brenda  fixed  her 
gaze  on  the  eyes  of  Felicity  and  gave  her  the  firm 
mental  command.  “Come  closer.  Come  to  the  edge 
of  the  stage”,  she  whispered.  As  Felicity  stepped 
out  of  her  thong  she  took  a  jerky  awkward  step 
forward  towards  Brenda. 

“NO!”  she  practically  screamed  silently.  There  had 
been  several  serious  accidents  in  the  bar  over  the 
last  few  weeks.  It  seemed  as  if  not  a  night  had 
gone  by  without  one  of  the  dancers  having  a 
serious  accident  during  their  act.  These  always  seemed  to  involve  falling  from  the  stage. 
Felicity  had  practically  forgotten  this  fact,  until  now  when  it  somehow  seemed  to 
become  very  relevant.  She  had  purposely  kept  from  moving  around  the  stage  too  much 
in  order  to  avoid  getting  too  close  to  the  edge  of  the  stage  but  now  she  felt  inexplicably 
drawn  to  it  and  even  as  she  struggled  to  resist  this  urge  she  took  another  awkward  step 
towards  it.  No  longer  moving  with  the  music  every  body  watched  more  in  amazement 
then  in  horror  as  Felicity  seemed,  by  some  unseen  hands,  seemed  to  be  shoved  forward 
toward  the  stage  edge.  With  a  tremendous  effort,  both  physical  and  mental,  As  Felicity 
desperately  tried  to  regain  control  over  her  legs  even  as  she  stumbled 
forward  that  last  step  and  appeared  to  loose  her  balance  falling  into  the 
crowd.  Everybody  gasped  at  that  moment  as  did  Brenda,  when  Felicity 
tumbled  head-first  right  directly  into  Brenda’s  open  mouth.  Felicity’s  let  out 
a  terrified  scream  which  was  immediately  muffled  as  her  head  became 
lodged  firmly  in  Brenda’s  huge  maw.  Brenda  quickly  grasped  her  by  her 
shoulders  squeezing  firmly  and  swallowing  vigorously  in  an  effort  to  wolf 
them  down  while  Felicity  strained  and  squirmed  in  panic.  Practically 
staring  straight  down  Brenda’s  pale  pink  gullet,  with  Brenda’s  huge  thick 
tongue  beneath  her  chin  and  throat  lifting  and  pressing  the  top  of  her  head 
against  the  roof  of  Brenda’s  mouth  she  flailed  her  arms  frantically  and 
screamed  desperately  for  help.  Quickly,  her  shoulders  slid  between 
Brenda’s  teeth  and  into  the  mouth  as  well.  Now  Brenda  and  slid  her  hands 
down  Felicity’s  length  grasping  her  arms  in  order  to  pin  them  against  her 
sides  in  order  to  further  restrain  Felicity.  Then,  still  vigorously  swallowing, 
Brenda’s  tongue  emerged  from  her  mouth  to  reach  under  Felicity’s  chest  and  try  to 
collect  her  breasts  one  at  a  time  and  suck  them  in  as  well. 


Meanwhile,  the  patrons  looked  on  helplessly  in  horror  upon  this  scene  but  what  they  saw 

is  not  what  you  and  I  see.  Oh  no!  What  they  saw  was  a 
horrendous  accident  that  had  resulted  in  a  stripper  getting 
lodged  in  a  patron’s  throat.  To  them  Brenda  appeared  to  be  try 
to  free  the  dancer’s  head  from  her  gullet  but  failing  this 
appeared  to  be  forced  to  clear  her  throat  before  she  choked  to 
death  in  the  only  other  way  seemingly  available  to  her,  by 
swallowing  the  poor  unfortunate  stripper  whole.  Yes  I  know 
what  you’re  thinking,  “That’s  got  to  be  the  most  ridiculous 
piece  horse  shit  I  ever  heard!”  but  you  have  to  consider  that 
Brenda  is,  at  this  moment,  influencing  their  thoughts.  They’re 
seeing  and  thinking  exactly  what  she  wants  them  to  perceive. 
You  weren’t  there  but  those  who  were  have  no  doubts  about 
what  they  saw.  In  the  incredibly  short  time  it  took  for  Brenda 
to  swallow  the  young  student  whole,  the  other  patron  where  in  such  a  state  of  shock  that 
nobody  even  attempted  to  help  Brenda  or  the  poor,  doomed,  young  dancer  either. 

As  Brenda  gobbled  up  Felicity’s  chest  and  her  lovely  cleavage,  it  was  now  clear  to  on 
lookers  in  the  bar  that  Brenda  had  managed  to  get  the  situation  well  under  control  and 
was  no  longer  in  imminent  danger  of  choking  to  death  so  long  as  she  kept  swallowing 
the  poor  dancer.  Everyone  was  filled  with  immense  pity  for  the  unfortunate  young 
woman  being  swallowed  alive  and  about  to  meet  her  grisly  fate.  Already,  however,  some 
were  commenting  about  how  her  sacrifice  had  been  necessary  to  save  the  unlucky 
patron,  and  how  it  was  her  own  fault  anyway.  If  she  hadn’t  been  so  clumsy  none  of  this 
would  have  happened.  A  few  even  were  saying  that  it  served  her  right  for  endangering 
poor  Brenda’s  life. 

Jeff,  who  witnessed  the  whole  event  from  his  station  at  the  bar,  near  the  back  of 
the  room,  sprang  to  action  right  away  sprinting  across  the  length  of  the  room  in  an  effort 
to  try  to  save  his  dancer’s  life.  The  crowded  tables,  with  people  standing  up  between 
them  to  gawk  in  an  effort  to  get  a  better  view  of  this  gruesome  accident,  slowed  his 
progress  to  the  point  however  that  but  by  the  time  he  had  gotten  only  half  way  to  Brenda 
he  could  see  that  she  had  swallowed  Felicity’s  bosoms  and  it  was  clear  that  Felicity  was 
no  longer  savable  and  Brenda  had  everything  well  in  hand.  “Damn!”  He  swore  out  loud. 
“That  was  the  fifth  stripper  he’d  lost  this  way  this  week!”  It  never  occurred  to  him  that 
all  of  these,  so  called,  accidents  were  in  any  way  linked  nor  did  he  recall  that  Brenda  had 
eaten  all  the  other  dancers  as  well.  Mostly  he  just  felt  tremendously  guilty.  He  should 
have  stopped  the  striping  shows  after  the  first  accident.  Now  the  death  toll  had  risen  to  at 
least  five  dead,  not  including  the  ones  that  died  last  week.  Still  even  now  he  too  was 
justifying  his  inaction.  It  was  a  freak  accident.  Who  could  have  seen  that  coming?  And 
besides,  if  she  just  hadn’t  been  so  clumsy,  this  needless  disturbance  and  death  could 
have  been  easily  avoided.  Stupid  bitch!  She  deserved  what  she  got!  Still  somewhere 
deep  down  inside,  he  couldn’t  help  but  feel  sorry  for  her.  Nobody  deserved  to  die  that 
way  but  what  can  you  do?  These  things  happen! 


Brenda  was  now  licking  the 
soft  belly  of  the  frustrated  young 
student.  With  her  head  and 
shoulders  and  part  of  her  chest  now 
squeezing  their  way  down  Brenda’s 
gullet  Felicity  was  quickly  having  a 
change  of  priorities.  At  first  all  she 
could  think  about  was  escape.  Then 
she  started  praying  for  rescue  as  all  hopes  of  extracting  herself  from  this  perilous 
situation  faded,  but  now  the  restriction  of  her  chest  and  the  claustrophobia  was  forcing 
her  to  concentrate  on  acquiring  what  precious  little  oxygen  was  now  available  to  her  in 
this  confined  environment.  The  minimal  incoming  air  cause  her  to  tire  quickly  thus 
reducing  her  ability  to  struggle  and  resist  until  her  wriggling  and  squirming  had  tapered 
off  and  gradually  ceased.  With  all  resistance  to  her  meal  ended,  Brenda  now  proceeded 
to  gorge  upon  her  prey  with  even  more  zeal  and  started  making  much  quicker  progress. 
Felicity  hardly  even  notices  the  tongue  forcing  its  way  between  her  thighs,  spreading  her 
legs,  and  curling  over  her  tender  oyster  slithering  along 
the  crack  of  her  bum  and  finally  hooking  its  tip  in  the 
nub  of  her  ass  hole.  Now,  grasping  Felicity’s  ass 
cheeks  and  squeezing  the  fatty  bum  flesh  together  in  an 
ass  meat  sandwich  Brenda’s  tongue  roes  beneath  the 
dancer’s  soft  belly  pressing  her  back  firmly  and  against 
the  ridges  of  the  roof  of  her  mouth.  The  sweat  from  the 
trench  between  Felicity’s  quivering  buns  coated 
Brenda’s  taste  buds  as  she  gave  a  mighty  tug  on 
Felicity’s  rump  with  her  tongue  inserted  firmly  in  the 
Student’s  anus.  With  a  powerful  swallow,  the  young 
woman’s  ass  cheeks  squeezed  tightly  together  and  were 
sucked  into  Brenda’s  mouth  in  one  huge  “gu...lp 
eghemp!”  Felicity  was  briefly  reminded  of  her 
desperate  plight  and  gave  what  seemed  to  be  a 
halfhearted  kick  of  her  thighs  in  protest.  The  truth  was  that  she  was  so  exhausted  from 
oxygen  starvation  that  even  this  meager  effort  of  resistance  was  enough  to  utterly 

exhaust  her  muscles  completely  so  that  she  remained 
completely  limp  for  the  entire  remainder  of  the  meal. 
The  sight  of  the  young  strippers  beautiful  ass  being 
gulped  down  whole  brought  an  almost  unanimous  gasp 
of  astonishment  from  the  other  patrons  in  the  room  that 
was  a  combination  of  horror,  amazement,  awe  and 
relief.  There  as  a  sense  that  Brenda,  having  swallowed 
this  grown  woman’s  rump,  had  brought  to  a  close  this 


whole  exciting,  if  unlucky,  event  and  Felicity’s  part  in  it  was  pretty  much  over  save  for 
her  digesting.  Most  thought  Felicity’s  lack  of  movement  signified  that  she  was  now  dead 
and  therefore  past  suffering  any  farther,  thus  any  remaining  concern  they  might  have  still 
had  for  the  student’s  fate  now  subsided  completely.  Many  witnesses  who  had  felt  guilty 
for  feeling  a  sense  of  sexual  arousal  as  they  watched  Felicity  lose  her  frantic  struggle  for 
survival,  now  seemed  to  lose  almost  all  sense  of  shame  shame.  Some  openly  rubbed 
their  crotches  with  excitement  though  none  dared  openly  take  their  penises  in  hand. 
Felicity,  her  ass  now  stuffed  into  the  cramped  confines  of  Brenda’s  mouth  pissed  herself 


in  terror  as  she  gave  herself 
over  to  the  overwhelming 
horror  of  being  swallowed 
alive..  Brenda  simply  threw 
her  head  back  flinging 
Felicity’s  limp  thighs  and 
legs  up  over  face  her  face  and 
in  a  perfectly  timed  swallow 
gulped  down  Felicity’s  thighs 
right  up  to  her  knees.  She 
paused  for  only  a  moment 
and  with  another  tremendous 
gulp  another  sucked  the 
remainder  of  Felicity’s  legs 
and  feet  into  her  mouth  with  a 
long  audible  sulurrrr...p* 
a..gu...ahp  eguwp* 
Felicity’s  head  had  already 
entered  Brenda’s  stomach  but 
now,  with  a  firm  squeeze 
around  the  whole  length  of 
her  body,  she  was  violently 
dragged  and  half  squeezed  all 
the  way  down  Brenda’s  gullet 
and  slurped  completely 


through  the  entrance  to  Brenda’s  stomach  were  she  was  rather  unceremoniously  dumped 
and  sealed  inside.  Felicity’s  limp  body  rolled  up  into  a  natural  fetal  position.  Had  she 
any  strength  to  struggle,  she  wouldn’t  have  had  the  room  to  do  so.  She  was  now  utterly 
defeated  and  left  to  the  unyielding  mercies  of  Brenda’s  digestive  track.  Someone  in  the 
bar  regained  enough  composure  to  think  of  calling  9-1-1  and  an  ambulance  was,  soon, 

on  its  way.  Many  of  the  bar’s  patrons  crowded  around 
Brenda  to  inquire  if  she  was  all  right.  None  seemed  overly 
concerned  about  Felicity  any  more.  After  all,  it  was  plainly 
obvious  that  Felicity  was  way  beyond  help  now.  Jeffery 
blurted  out  an  apology  for  the  incident  and  asked  if  there  was 
anything  he  could  do  that  might  make  up  for  his  dancer’s 
embarrassing  act  of  carelessness.  Brenda  caressed  her 
swollen  abdomen  and  let  out  a  tremendous  belch  of 
satisfaction  in  response  which  brought  a  nervous  round  of 
chuckles  from  the  other  customers  in  the  room.  For  some 
reason  this  seemed  to  upset  Jeff  deeply  although  he  couldn’t 
quite  figure  out  just  why.  Otherwise  there  was  a  mood  relief 
in  the  room.  Sure  it  had  been  bad,  but  it  could  have  been  much  worse.  Jeff  knew  that  he 
should  be  thankful  that  his  patron  appeared  none  the  worse  for  the  wear  over  the 
accident  but  still  what  about  poor  Felicity.  Sure  she  had  been  a  careless  little  bitch  but 
did  anyone  deserve  to  pay  such  an  brutal 
penalty  for  a  single  mistake  in  life?  Still  it  was 
too  late  to  change  all  of  that.  What  was  done 
was  done.  No  point  is  crying  over  spilled 
milk! 

When  the  paramedics  arrived  they  were  quite 
at  a  loss  as  to  what  they  ought  to  do.  The  only 
visible  patient  seemed  just  fine,  but  they 
removed  her  skirt,  and  blouse  to  allow  her 
swollen  stomach  and  breasts  more  freedom 
from  the  restraint  of  her  cloths.  They  had  to 
cut  the  stings  of  her  panties  to  remove  them  as  they  had  become  way  too  tight  and  there 
was  a  fear  that  this  restriction  might  interfere  with  her  digestive  track  and  bowels.  These 
would  need  all  the  room  available  to  process  the  unwilling  meal  that  she  had  just  eaten. 
They  quickly  decided  that  there  was  no  point  trying  to  save  the  young  dancer  as  any 
attempt  to  extract  her  from  Brenda’s  stomach  would  require  an  operation  that  was 
simply  too  risky  for  Brenda’s  sake.  Besides;  even  if  they  did  somehow  manage  to  get 
Felicity  out  alive,  she  would  certainly  never  recover  from  the  emotional  and  mental 
trauma  of  being  swallowed  alive.  It  was  agreed  that  it  was  preferable  to  allow  Felicity  to 
digest  peacefully  out  of  sight  and  mind  of  everybody  and  be  excreted  like  any  meal  at  a 
later  time.  Her  parents  could  have  her  fecal  remains  to  bury,  if  they  wished.  It  would 
have  to  be  a  closed  casket  service,  of  course  and  they  would  likely  need  to  use  plenty  of 


air  fresheners. 

Brenda  said  that  she  felt  fine,  if  a  little  stuffed, 
but  the  paramedics  insisted  that  she  should  go  to 
the  hospital  to  be  checked  out  just  in  case.  After 
all  she  had  just  eaten  a  humongous  meal.  Who 
could  say  what  effects  that  might  have  on  her 
body.  They  got  her  onto  a  stretcher.  It  took  four 
burly  men  to  lift  her  into  the  ambulance.  One 
paramedic  drove  the  ambulance  while  the  other 
knelt  over  Brenda,  in  the  back  of  the  ambulance,  and  gently  massaged  her  belly  in  an 

effort  to  relax  Brenda’s  stomach  muscles  so  that 
they  could  digest  Felicity  more  rapidly.  It  was 
felt  that  this  was  best  for  the  patient  and  the 
unfortunate  meal.  The  truth  was  that  this  didn’t 
likely  do  much  to  speed  up  Felicity’s 
absorption,  but  if  you  figure  that  even  if  it 
shortened  her  life  by  even  a  few  minutes  this 
would  likely  be  like  an  eternity  for  the  poor 
unlucky  you  student  now  being  brutally  being 
subjected  to  Brenda’s  digestive  process  it  was 
probably  the  only  descent  thing  anybody  had  done  for  Felicity  ever  since  the  accident 
had  occurred.  When  Brenda  arrived  in  the  hospital  she 
was  rushed  to  emergency  and  quickly  moved  to  a 
private  room  where  nurses  took  over  massaging  her 
stomach,  from  the  paramedics  and  a  doctor  sat  beside 
her  bed  with  a  step  scope  so  they  could  hear  Felicity’s 
heart  beat.  This  was  necessary  only  in  the  need  to  fill 
out  Felicity’s  Death  Certificate  accurately  as  to  her 
official  time  of  death.  Brenda,  seeing  that  the  nurses 
were  there  massaging  her  belly  anyway,  asked  if  they 
would  mind  masturbating  her  clitoris  as  she  was 
feeling  rather  excited  bye  the  whole  series  of  events 
and  she  could  not  at  that  time  reach  her  own  pussy  due 
to  her  rather  enlarge  belly.  Neither  of  the  young  nurses 
wanted  to  masturbate  this  huge  woman,  but  they  had 
to  admit  it  might  be  necessary  in  order  to  help  their 
patient  relax  and  recover  more  quickly  so  they  each 
took  turn  bringing  Brenda  to  several  vigorous 

climaxes  while  the  other  nurses  continued  to  caress  her  distended  stomach.  The  doctor 
was  quite  impressed  by  the  length  of  time  it  took  poor  Felicity  to  die,  and  the  fact  that 
she  appeared  conscious  and  aware  based  upon  the  occasional  muffled  gasp,  grunt  or 
guttural  groan  she  would  utter  when  squeezed  firmly  by  Brenda's  powerful  stomach 


muscles.  However,  finally  at  7:42pm 
that  evening  Felicity’s  heart  finally 
gave  out.  The  doctor  noted  the  that 
this  was  proceeded  by  a  regular 
contraction  of  Brenda’s  stomach  walls 
followed  by  several  audible  crunching 
sounds,  which  were  likely  bones  being 
crushed,  as  Felicity’s  skeletal  system, 
no  longer  able  to  withstand  to 
withstand  the  continuous  powerful 
rhythmic  squeezing  action  of  the 
digestive  muscles  upon  her  frame, 
simply  collapsed  into  mush.  Her 
official  cause  of  death  was  listed  as 
being  slowly  crushed  to  death.  The 
doctor  commented  that  it  seemed  such 
a  pity  that  Felicity  had  resisted  bravely 
right  to  the  end,  only  to  come  to  an 
inevitable  outcome.  “A  pity  that  she 
couldn't  have  just  relaxed  and  let 
nature  take  it's  course.  After  all,  it 
wasn't  as  if  anything  could  have  saved  her  from  THAT!  In  the  end  all  she  had  managed 
to  accomplish  was  to  prolong  her  own  agony.  Brenda  lightened  the  doctor's  depressed 

mood,  however,  by  releasing  a  particularly 
smelly  fart.  Patting  her  belly  she  declared  that 
she  hadn’t  had  such  an  satisfying  meal  in 
months.  The  medical  staff  bust  into  laughter  at 
Brenda’s  joke  and  she  was  helped  to  her  feet. 
Since  it  was  felt  that  her  cloths  might  still  be  too 
restrictive  Brenda  was 
given  a  hospital  gown 
to  wear  home  and 
They  called  her  a  cab. 

When  Brenda 
finally  got  home  got 
home  at  9:00pm  she 
was  utterly  exhausted 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
she  had  just  spend  six 
hours  lying  on  her 
back.  She  went 
straight  bed  and  only 


m 


As  Brenda  left  the 
hospital  she  couldn't  help 
but  feel  a  little  sorry  for  the 
poor  unlucky  young  dancer’s 
passing.  Her  squirms  of 
resistance  had  been  most 
satifying,  after  all. 

Still,  all  good  things  must 
come  to  an  end.  She  came 
out  of  the  deal  with  a  belly 
full  of  tender  meat  That  was 
something..  More  than  could 
be  said  for  poor  Felicity. 

Heh  hell  heh... 


woke  up  at  around  5:00  am  the  next  morning,  with  a  tremendous  need  to  have  a  shit. 
Rather  than  risk  plugging  her  toilet  Brenda  made  a  night  trip  to  her  neighbors’  back  yard 
and  took  a  gigantic  dump  on  her  lawn.  Wiping  her  ass  with  some  toilet  paper  she  had 
brought  with  her,  she  doped  the  used  shit  rag  on  the  fresh  steaming  pile  of  fecal  waste 

heaped  up  high  in  the  middle  of  the 
fresh  cut  grass.  Brenda  turned  and 
took  one  last  look  at  what  was  left  of 
Felicity.  She  couldn’t  help  but  laugh 
at  this  disgusting  heap  of  waist.  Once 
she  had  been  a  beautiful  brown  girl 
but  look  at  her  now,  just  a  stinking 
pile  of  excrement.  Well,  at  least,  the 
color  was  right  but  I  bet  she  never 
imagined  that  this  would  be  her 
future.  At  least  she  didn’t  need  to 
worry  about  paying  for  her  education 
now. 


The  End! 


